In itself the language is striking in its contrast between vexation and calm. With a prolonged disputation among clients put to rest, the patron has done his part and may leave;2 going home, we infer, his destination the Ager Venafer-or maybe Tarentum-but Venafrum has in its favor the many iugera of olive orchards whose oil Varro celebrated in his litany of superior Italian products.3 With its implied transition from city to country, Horace's picture is in itself a compact celebration of the Roman aristocratic life with the demands of responsibility set against the canonical rustic background, but the figure who
